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should do so. It is a question of life or death from the intellec-
tual point of view.
My pains appear to come from some kind of neurasthenia
rather than from true rheumatism, and I am getting better
since I have been eating more suitably and taking strychnine.
Pierre Curie to Georges Gouy> September igtk, 1905:
. * . I was wrong when I told you I was in better health. I
have had several new attacks and the slightest fatigue brings
them on. I wonder if I shall ever be able to work seriously in the
laboratory, in the state I am now in.
There was no question now of the holidays of yore, charming,
imprudent and foolish, in which the couple took to the road like
schoolboys. Marie had rented a little country house near Paris
in the valley of Ghevreuse. There she cared for her husband
and daughter.
Marie to Mme Jean Perrin (from St.-Reny-l$s-Ckevreuse}:
... I am not very pleased with Irene, who has had a lot of
trouble getting over her whooping-cough; from time to time she
begins to cough again, though she has been in the country for
three months. My husband is very tired; he can't go for walks,
and we pass our time studying memoranda on physics and
mathematics.
Ir&ne now has a little bicycle and knows how to use it very
well. She rides it in a boy's costume and is very amusing to
watch.
Worn in body, and feeling, as he did, some grave menace
hanging over him, Pierre was obsessed by the flight of time.
Did this man, so young, fear that he was soon to die? He
seemed to be competing in fleetness with an invisible enemy.
He was all determination and haste: he nagged his wife
affectionately and transmitted his disquiet to hen The work
went on too slowly for his liking. They would have to accelerate
the rhythm of the research, utilise every instant, pass more
hours at the laboratory. . . .